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	1. The Other One

**Set in Harry's 6th Year. Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Harry woke up, only to find that it was still night out. The moon outside cast a murky shadow over his bed. Everything was silent.<p>

In need of something to do, as he was in no mood to sleep anymore, he put his glasses on, ruffled his jet black hair a little, and grabbed his wand. "Silencio." he murmured, pointing the wand to himself. Harry didn't want to wake anybody else up at this time of night. He checked his watch. It was only 4:30 in the morning. Silently, with the help of the Silencing charm, he climbed out of bed to fetch his Invisibility Cloak and his Maruader's Map. He can't go back to bed; he wanted something to do. He watched his own shadow across the dormitory as he opened his trunk, the shadow taller than he actually is. Light and shadows react strangely to each other, he thought. He watched his own shadow vanish as he put the Invisibility Cloak on.

He glanced at Ron's bed, debating whether he should wake him up or not for a second, but quickly decided not to. Ron deserved some sleep. Quietly he crept out of the dormitory. The Common Room was empty, as he had expected. The fire that had been lit up before he went to sleep had died, probably hours ago. The ashes from the fire still remain there. After a quick look at the blank Common Room, he walked out of the room through the portrait and out of sight into the dark, shadowy corridors with no specific destination in mind.

* * *

><p>A while later, Harry heard footsteps in the corridor where he was about to go to. Quickly, he dived behind a really tall statue, only to realize that he didn't have to; he had the Invisibility Cloak on, after all. Under the cloak, he opened the Marauders Map. "I solemly swear that I am up to no good." he whispered as quietly as possible, as to not let the person in the other corridor hear. Then, when the map's secret contents appeared, he realized that he could be as loud as he wanted. He had the Silencing Charm on him, too. "Wow, I come way over-prepared all the time, don't I?" he muttered to himself, laughing a little. Opening up the map, looking around the place where he probably was, he found himself. But he was a little off. The place that the map showed him where he was wasn't accurate. "What?" Harry whispered to himself in confusion. Pushing his glasses further up his nose, he examined the map even further, wand in his right hand.<p>

It wasn't long before he stared at the part where he was supposed to be. Harry Potter was there. That's him, isn't it? Wait a second...

Looking back again at the corridor in which he wasn't in, Harry Potter was there as well. He can't be in two places at once, can he?

All of a sudden, Harry's mind wrapped around two things:

1. There are two Harrys at Hogwarts.

2. Who _was_ he?

Harry stared at the map, hardly daring to breathe even though the Silencing Charm was on him. It might have worn off, and he didn't want to take any chances. He stared at his other self starting to walk towards him slowly. Wand clenched tightly in his right hand, he took a peek from behind the statue. There was nobody there. But then, why did the Map show another Harry? _It shows everyone, _he heard Fred say when he gave Harry the map in his third year. _Where they are, what they're doing, every minute of every day!_ And the map can show people under Invisibility Cloaks, right? Oh no, he must be invisible. Harry dived back behind the statue as his own self slowly drew closer to where he was. Did the clone Harry have the map as well? Did he have his wand? Or was this all just a typo in the map?

Harry looked back down at the map, and found that the clone Harry was right behind him. On the verge of screaming (but he didn't in case he got caught by a Professor), he turned around to face himself.

But there was nothing.

Everything was there as he came in. All just the same.

"I'll take off my cloak if you take off yours." a voice whispered.

Harry shook, startled. Was that his own voice? "No, you take off yours first," he said.

"Alright." the clone said. "But only if you take off yours as well."

Harry couldn't do anything, frozen with shock. He griped his wand tighter still as his clone appeared from under the cloak. Wow. Just the same as him. He _was_ him. "Now," fake Harry demanded, "take off yours."

"I'm afraid we'll get caught."

"No, of course we won't. I put a Repelling Charm on this corridor. It works on everybody but you."

"Will I be able to get out?"

"No. But I'll remove the charm if you remove your cloak."

Harry's trapped with himself. Wow, who could imagine that? With no other choice, Harry obediently took the cloak off. It wasn't long before he realized that they were both wearing the same pajamas. They had the same wand. Hair. Glasses. The Map in both of their hands. The cloak. Everything was the same, not a speck of it out of place. It was as if he was staring into a mirror.

"Who are you?" Harry asked, still trembling from the shock, staring at himself.

"I'm Harry."

"No, _I'm_ Harry. Who're you?"

"I told you, I'm Harry."

Harry, now panicking at being in this corridor and from all of the shock, he asked, "Can you let me out now?"

"No." And then Harry saw it; A flash of scarlet behind the green eyes of the clone. The ghost of a playful smile in the expressions of his face. Just for a second. And then the fake Harry controlled his face to look normal. With just the right amount of innocence, without looking like he was acting. But Harry knew he _was_. Slowly, he began to turn toward the end of the corridor.

"You won't make it."

Harry turned back around. Had he read his own thoughts?

"I'm you, remember? I know what you're thinking. I know Occlumency. Legilimency. They're all basics. But you can't read my thoughts, because _you're_ not _me_." Now a smirk, so similar to Voldemort's, went across his face. "How dare you think his name?"

"What? I didn't think his name." Harry said honestly.

"You did. At the back of your mind. You were unconsciously thinking it." Now he was slowly walking toward Harry. "I," he began again. "am powerful. Unlike you, I have powers that you don't know."

Harry's mind made a snap decision. He turned around and started heading toward the end of the corridor. There might be a chance that he'll escape after all. The evil Harry didn't even chase him. Harry ran and ran, cloak flying out behind him, map in his hand with the wand. "Mischief managed." he mumbled to the map, which turned into what appeared to be an old piece of parchment within seconds. He reached the end of the corridor, but just as he ran around the corner...

BAM! A powerful force hit Harry backwards, into the air, spinning him around in various directions so fast that he couldn't tell which way was up or down. He closed his eyes so that he wouldn't get sick. With a painful thud on his back, he knew he had hit the ground. There, he found himself lying on the floor. He opened his eyes, only to find himself smiling down at him.

"I told you that you won't make it." the clone said.

Then, without any warning, Harry's scar started to hurt, like hot iron pressing against his forehead. His palms went to feel it; it felt normal, but it was so painful...

Then a flashback happened.

He saw himself in that mirror. His first year self. With his mum and dad. Then came the scene where he first defeated Voldemort consciously, by pressing his hands to Quirell's face... He defeated the basilisk with the Sword of Gryffindor...used the fang to get rid of Tom Riddle's diary, which he learned later to be a Horcrux...escaped from Voldemort with pure luck in that graveyard, far, far away...he had defeated Voldemort again, thwarted him in his fifth year in the battle at the ministry...

Everything stopped at once. Was that some form of the Cruciatus Curse that Barty Crouch Jr. taught them in his fourth year? Harry opened his eyes again to find himself standing before him. He had found his eyes - his own, green emerald eyes - shining, looking at each other. He then found that he was at evil's mercy.

"You're right." the clone said. "Absolutely right. I'll always be here. Watching you. Every minute of everyday."

The pain struck Harry once more from his scar. He found himself screaming again, closing his eyes so that he wouldn't have to look at himself any longer...

A flashback happened again, but this was much worse.

Again, he saw his parents in the Mirror of Erised...they had died for him...Ginny, pouring her soul into that diary...Cedric Diggory, just because they had both touched that cup...his godfather, Sirius Black, who he had saved...with only two years to see him afterwards...that veil that he went into...Bellatrix Lestrange...With a rush of anger at the Death Eater, along with Harry screaming "STOP IT!", everything disappeared. All at once. Silence like never before. The room must've dropped a thousand degrees ever since he stepped into that corridor.

He opened his eyes again, only to find that he stayed where he was. The corridor. He's never coming back here ever again. Silently, gathering up all of his things that he released because of his burning scar, he threw the Invisibility Cloak over him once again and started to run toward the Gryffindor Common Room, trembling from that scary event. He checked his watch along the way.

No time had passed whatsoever. Still 4:30 a.m.

So it's true, what his twin said. He must have stopped the time to everyone wouldn't come running to them by accident. He froze everybody in time. Except for him, and the real Harry.

_I'll always be here,_ His voice echoed inside his head as he practically flew up a flight of stairs. _Watching you. Every minute of everyday._

His twin is keeping watch on him, all right. But no, that must have been Voldemort behind that mask.

_You dare speak his name?_ the clone asked again. No, he wasn't here - it was the aftermath of the shock, wasn't it? But he's watching himself.

Then Harry's mind jumped to the conclusion as he took a left to find the Fat Lady in the portrait sleeping.

_He's being surrounded by evil. He's certainly at it's mercy. But how to get rid of that evil?_

"Tigsprout," he whispered. Still sleeping, the Fat Lady opened the portrait without bothering to see who it was. Silently, as he crept into the Common Room, up to his dormitory with the cloak over him, he landed on his bed with a _poof_. Exhausted. And his clone was still watching him. That scarlet behind his green eyes. That evil. What if that really _was_ him? What if Harry's turned evil as well? Not daring to put these back into his trunk in case the fake version of himself stole them in his sleep, he took off the cloak and cuddled up in a tight ball under the covers as he went into a sleepless night, tossing and turning and waking from nightmares that the worst parts of his mind can dream up.

After probably hours, the cold vanished and in its place was warmth; the warmth that was there before Harry got shoved into that horrifying event. All of that's because life ticked back again, as the twin made it. As soon as Harry went to sleep, the clone un-paused the time.

_"Good luck, Harry Potter."_ he whispered quietly to the Harry lying in bed. Then he went to lurk in the shadows once more, waiting for another perfect chance to attack.

Now, listen to this, reader. Yes, the clone has powers Harry Potter knows not. He can trap people in time. He can use Legilimency on people. And you're about to find out his other abilities as you read on...

* * *

><p><strong>Uploading all of the next chapter on 0412/2016! Stay tuned!**


	2. Endless

**I hope that you guys liked the last chapter. Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>"That's impossible." Ron said. "There can't possibly be two of you around here."<p>

"Harry, not to be harsh or anything, but I think you were dreaming." Hermione said earnestly as the three of them set off down a corridor to the Great Hall. "You do have a lot of weird dreams nowadays, to be honest. What with _Voldemort_ lying out in the - Oh, get a _grip_, Ronald!" She added as Ron flinched at the name.

"I wasn't dreaming!" Harry said for the hundredth time. "I swear I wasn't!"

"I think Hermione's right, you know." Ron agreed. "You-Know-Who might be trying to mess around with your mind, just like last year. Don't fall for it again!"

"I'm not!" Harry said. "I'm telling you, if you were me and you experienced what I did, you trying to murder yourself and almost getting _killed_ -"

"Harry, I think that's enough with the word 'killed' for the day." Hermione interrupted. "You've said it exactly 14 times just this morning."

"Oh, so you've been counting the amount of times I've said a word for the day. How brilliant, Hermione!" Harry said sarcastically. "That's such a wise way to spend your time!" As Hermione sent a nasty look at Harry, Ron grinned but he had to suppress a laugh.

* * *

><p>"Oh, not here." Harry said to the other two once they were about to go to that scary corridor. "That's where I saw the other me."<p>

"Harry..." Hermione said, exasperated. "Come on, it's just a little corridor -"

"It's not little." Ron interjected. "See look: It's about a good 45 feet high and probably super long, like 75 meters I'd say..."

Harry and Ron laughed as Hermione smirked, but then put back her serious face.

_Go in..._ Harry heard.

"What did you guys say?" he asked.

"What?" Ron and Hermione said together. "We didn't say anything."

"Who said 'Go in'?"

"No one ever said go in." Hermione replied.

"What? Then how did I hear it?"

"None of us ever said that, Harry." Ron said. "Are you starting to hear voices again?"

"No, I hope not..."

Hermione shifted the large pile of books in her arms uneasily. She took a glance at the corridor, wondering if Harry is actually right.

"If you guys want to go in..." Harry said. "Good luck. I'm going the long and safe way. I would rather knock into Peeves than see myself again." He started to walk towards the other corridor.

"Harry!" Hermione said. "I'm coming with you!"

_Don't let them...don't let them come...let them go..._

"No..."Harry found himself saying to Hermione. "Um...I think that you guys could go to the corridor that you want, it's a shorter and easier way..."

"Harry, are you alright?" Ron said. "You're really not acting like yourself today."

"Yeah, I'm alright. Just...go!" Harry said, making the shooing motion with his arms. He didn't know what made them do it, but something made Hermione and Ron go into the corridor. Harry started to get worried again. Why did he do that? Oh right, he ordered himself to do it. How funny. Harry, taking one last hopeless glance at his friends, turned around and went the long way.

_Yes...good job Harry..._

Harry's face was scrunched in worry as he ran into the Great Hall moments later. He scanned the Gryffindor Table for his friends.

None of them were there.

He searched the table again, he probably missed them...

Still no sign of them. What took them so long? He looked at the entrances of the Great Hall, they should be around here somewhere...But there was still no sign of them. Harry's mind then turned to one answer. One answer that he knew would come someday. One answer that would change his faith; forever, probably.

He's the one who didn't let Hermione and Ron come. He's the reason they're likely still in that corridor.

_What has he done to them?_

* * *

><p>"What's happened, Potter?" Malfoy asked as Harry was about to run out of the Great Hall. "Something gone wrong?" The usuall smirk was upon his face. Harry drew in a shaky breath, thinking of how much time he has left before his friends...his friends...<p>

He didn't want to think about it. Malfoy's eyebrows rose in surprise.

"Yes." Harry decided to tell the truth. "Something's gone really wrong, I have to see if they're all right."

"Who's they're?"

"Ron and Hermione!"

"Gone for them again, haven't you?"

Harry stood on his tip toes and looked over Malfoy, hoping to see Ron and Hermione come into the Great Hall, but there was no sign of them. Harry moved to the left, but Malfoy moved to the left, too, blocking Harry's way. Harry shifted to the right, but Malfoy blocked him there as well. He looked from his blond hair, shining in the candlelights floating in the sky to his eyes. Hard, grey eyes. The ones that Harry hated.

Harry dug in his school bag for his thickest and hardest book, and found it after just a few seconds of searching. Hogwarts, A History. The book that Harry promised he would keep for Hermione, for even her Undetectable Extension Charms aren't large enough for her textbooks and her ever-rising pile of homework. Harry suddenly felt a rush of gratitude for Hermione. If they hadn't been friends, he wouldn't have done the thing that he was about to do...

"Move!" Harry yelled, slamming the book into Malfoy. "Move, you lump!"

Malfoy laughed. "Think I'll move just for your friends, Potter?"

Harry stared into Malfoy's eyes with fire. Malfoy's eyes...earlier hard grey, now silver blue. Neither liquid nor gas, definitely not solid. The color swirled around in his eyes, just like the pensieve that Harry sees when he has his lessons with Dumbledore. Solid. Strong. He has his mother's eyes, too. Harry's, on the other hand, had an agonizing, defensive green. They stared for a second.

"MOVE!" Harry shouted to Malfoy, beating him again with that book. This time, he hit Malfoy with every word he said. "Get - to - the - side - or - else - I'll - beat - you - even - HARDER!"

Malfoy staggered a little because of the force of the book. Harry realized that he wasn't wearing robes anymore; instead, in it's place, was a black suit. What has happened to Malfoy these days, looking tired and different more than ever? That definitely confirmed that he was a Death Eater. Wait, why is Harry thinking about such details? Harry took this opportunity to run out, just before Malfoy recovered. As he did, Malfoy got up and stared after Harry, at least until Harry ran around the corner. Sighing, he sat down with his Slytherin friends and thought about the book that Harry was carrying.

* * *

><p>Panting, Harry sped around a corner and flew up a flight of stairs. There was a searing pain in his chest, and every single breath he drew in felt like knives against him. But he still sprinted up to the corridor. Along the way, he worked up the courage to put that HUGE book back into his bag, thumping along side him as he ran, step by step. Harry ran and ran. Everything seemed like a blur to him. The torches on the walls, the pillars, the pounding of his heart...he couldn't think of anything besides Hermione. And Ron.<p>

Finally, he made it to the corridor. Harry was literally out of breath. He took off his bag, threw it in a corner, and leaned against a wall. Wow, how tired he was...

"Harry!"

Harry lifted his head. "What?"

"Harry!"

Harry's mind was swimming...wait, did he recognize that voice?

"Harry! Oh, there you are! HI!"

"Hermione?"

"Oh, Harry, who else would it be?"

As Harry opened his eyes just enough to see, a bunch of bushy, dirty blond hair obscured his vision. "Hermione!" Harry cried. He had never been so happy to see his friend before. He hugged her back tightly. Her scent, her voice, the sight of her. Everything's perfect now. But where's the other third of their trio? "Where's Ron?"

"He's...well, he's..." Hermione's face changed. From that glowing, bright happiness to seriousness.

"What happened? Hermione, tell me what happened!" Harry didn't need the wall anymore; he was too alert to be tired now.

"He...he went looking for you." Hermione said. Her face showed serious worry now. "While we were walking through that _endless_ corridor - "

"It was endless?"

"Well, yeah, Ron was right about it being so _HUGE_ - "

"Whatever, don't mind that now...what happened?"

"I told you already, we were in that stupid corridor! He got tired from walking in it, so he decided to go back and find you. Before I could stop him, he's disappeared. He just turned and vanished. I thought the reached the end, so I kind of followed him..." Hermione bit her lip, but she still looked like she could continue.

"And?"

"Well, it felt like we Apparated, but we didn't; the feeling's different, it's more like someone _made_ you do it instead of doing it at _will_ -"

"Just move on to the details!"

"All right! Alright...so I _did_ vanish just like Ron, but when I looked around, I found out that I was at the other end of the corridor. I looked back at the corridor, and Ron was there at the other end, staring at me."

"WHAT?" Harry yelled.

"Yeah..." Hermione said. "Apparently, we went to the opposite sides of the scary corridor. None of us wanted to go back through it, so -"

"But you could still hear each other?"

"Yup. Just like shouting through a normal corridor, but once you step in it..." Hermione spotted Harry's bag in the corner. She put hers down, along with his. "My bag is so heavy..." she mumbled.

"Yeah, I can see that." Harry replied. "What happened next?"

"Ron said that he would go looking for you because that's where we started from before we went into the corridor, so I told him that I would head down to the Great Hall. Then we set off. I don't know what happened to Ron, but I ran and ran and never reached the Great Hall."

"So that's what took you so long."

"I guess. I decided to turn back, but I kind of forgot that the corridor was there, it looked _just_ like the other ones, so I couldn't tell which one was which. I decided to go the longest way I could just to make sure I sounds go in that endless place again. Once I got to the other side, you appeared out of nowhere, and I hugged you, and now I'm telling you the story." Hermione paused for a second. "Wait, you didn't see him when you came up here?"

"Nope."

"That's weird."

"Interesting, actually."

"It's interesting?" Hermione asked. Her eyebrows rose in surprise. So similar to Malfoy's eyebrows. She thought a little more. "It really only took, like, 11 minutes, I don't get why you said it took me so long."

"Hmm. OH!"

"What?"

"Remember how I told you that my twin could trap people in time?"

"Oh."

"Exactly! He must've frozen you and Ron in time! Urghhh!" Harry stomped his foot in anger. "What are we going to do about this twin of mine?"

"I don't think we can do anything effective at the moment." Hermione said, picking up her bag again. "Except for the fact that we should go find Ron."

Ron! Harry used his palm to smack himself in the face. Gently, though. Why would he forget about his best friend? "Come on," Hermione said. "Let's go. And don't forget your bag!"

Harry picked up his big, slung it across his shoulders, and followed Hermione down to the Great Hall. Her hair seemed...calmer...than usual.

* * *

><p><em>Meanwhile, on the other side...<em>

* * *

><p>"I did it!" Harry exclaimed. "YES!" He looked happy and amused as he watched Ron fruitlessly trying to escape that maze. "Two corridors down...a lot more to go! Soon, all corridors shall be dangerous to those three kids...more than ever!" He thought about what the next corridor trap should be. But then his mind turned to something else. Hermione. She always outsmarted him. Of course, she always outsmarted the other Harry, too. Hermione had decided to take the long way, avoiding his trap, but when that boy came around (as he probably got confused with the pathways of the castle), he had trapped Ron. Better than nothing, right?<p>

_Give one pride..._ he heard the Dark Lord say. _Give one all they have ever wanted...then, when they need something, and they trust you with their life...encase them in darkness. The unknown. Nothing more._

Well, he _was_ doing all of those right now, wasn't he? He's giving Harry the girl, Hermione. But he's cut off Ron from the path because he knows, in heart, that the real Harry likes Ron better.

But what if Hermione was smart enough to figure that out?

Blankly, staring at Ron pushing against the hard, stone walls about 30 feet high, Harry realized something. His hand clenched around Ron's wand. He had taken it by saying Accio, lurking in the shadows, the second Ron stepped into the maze. He now has two wands, and Ron will most likely be stuck in his maze forever. But Harry and Hermione wouldn't be able to do anything if he had _their_ wands, right?

Coming back to reality, he realized that Ron wasn't where he was last staring. Looking around for Ron, he stood up, floating in the air on his feet, invisible. Walking a couple of seconds, he found Ron, leaning against the wall. Panicking. Haha, he was closer to the beginning than before. That's awesome. But what was the other Harry doing? He closed his eyes and entered Harry's mind...

_"So? He's here, right?" Hermione asked, her finger jabbing at Ron's name on a piece of paper. They are at the entrance of the Great Hall, whispering as Dumbledore gave his speech._

_"Yeah, that's it!" the real Harry said. NO! They had the Marauder's Map! They can see Ron! And him, right? The fake Harry felt a rush of anger. _

_"Come on, let's go get Ron!" Hermione said. Harry took one last glance at the map. The evil Harry wasn't there. This would be safe, right?_

Feeling a rush of glory (as the evil Harry's Unplotting Charm on himself worked), Harry backed out of his own thoughts. Happy. Power-hungry. Yes, those words would describe him right now.

* * *

><p>A couple of miles away, the real Harry felt something. At first, when he was talking to Hermione, he had felt a rush of anger that wasn't supposed to be there. Then some happiness. What was wrong with him?<p>

"Harry?" Hermione asked uncertainly. Harry stared at the Map, disbelieving. Not listening or looking at anything else.

No. No no no. The other Harry can enter his mind completely now?

* * *

><p><strong>I really hope that you enjoyed this, I worked really hard on it! Feel free to leave a review; they will help me update faster. Thanks for reading!<strong>

**Next chapter will be out soon on 04/17/2016. See you there!**


	3. Beginning of A Plan

**I hope you'll like this chapter. Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>"Harry, what's wrong?" Hermione asked uncertainly. "We don't have much time, come on!" Hermione was shaking Harry wildly, but everything she did wouldn't make Harry move. Or respond. She then thought about what happened when she said the name. Harry had responded quickly then, hadn't he? Hermione took a deep breath and moved in close to Harry. "Ron," she whispered.<p>

Harry turned his head. "What?" He said, his face blank of all emotion.

"If we don't go, you know what will happen to Ron." Hermione said.

"Of course." Harry said. Harry knew exactly what will happen to him. He'll be somewhere else, faraway, somewhere where they'll probably never find him again.

"I'll hold your bag." Hermione offered, taking it from Harry.

"Thanks."

Hermione muttered a Lighting Charm that they had learned in Charms Class. She had, again, been the first one who performed that advanced charm on a pile of books and had earned 20 points for Gryffindor. Now the books only weighed like a little pile of feathers.

Hermione ran off quickly and quietly, much like speed walking, and Harry followed right behind her. Dumbledore had finally finished his long speech, had sat down, and all of the students had started to eat. Once everybody started talking, Harry and Hermione ran because no one would hear them now.

Running up a marble staircase, just before they turned around the corner, Harry glanced at Malfoy, careful to not let Hermione see. Malfoy was sitting there, not eating, staring into space. It looked like he was planning something. He still wore those black robes. And he looked worse than ever. Tired. Scared. Just like how Harry felt right now. But then, how would Harry feel right now if Malfoy had beaten him with a big book?

Harry caught himself stopping and turned back to follow Hermione before she would notice that he had stopped - just for a second - to look at something.

* * *

><p>"What," said Hermione, looking concerned. "Has happened to these corridors?"<p>

"I don't know why you find it so strange." Harry replied. "It's been like this when I ran back here to come find you."

"Really?"

"Yeah."

"Well, you had the Marauder's Map at hand, I wouldn't see why _you_ get confused."

"Hmm."

"Harry? Can you pull out that Map?"

"Huh? Oh, sure..." Harry hastily pulled the map out of his pocket. "I solemnly swear that I am up to no good."

Nothing happened.

"What?" asked Harry, his eyebrows furrowing in concentration and confusion. He jabbed his wand at it a second time. "I solemnly swear that I am up to no good!" It didn't work.

"Well, that's weird. Is there another way to open it?" Hermione asked.

"Nope."

"Let me see. _Aparecium_." Nothing happened.

"What was that supposed to do?"

"Harry, do you EVER pay attention in Charms Class? Or Defense Against the Dark Arts?"

"Maybe not."

"Well," Hermione said. She felt like she was trying to explain one plus one to a three-year-old. "Aparecium is a charm that is used to reveal invisible ink and messages hidden by magical means. I thought it would reveal the writing."

"Hermione, really? Do you really think that my dad and his friends, who made this map, would not think of that?" Harry crossed his arms.

"It was worth a try..."

They stared at each other for minutes, pondering on what to do. "I've never seen the corridors like this before in my past five years of being here." Harry mumbled.

"Yeah." Hermione agreed. "It must be that...twin...of yours."

"I know."

"OH NO!" Hermione screamed.

"What? What happened?"

"Where in the world are our schoolbags?"

Sure enough, the bags that were on Hermione minutes ago were gone. Harry stared at her in disbelief. He looked down at his hands. That parchment was still there. And his wand. At least it was a lot better than nothing, right? "Hermione, where's your wand?" Harry demanded. Hermione obediently took out her wand from her robes.

"Now try to do a spell." Harry suggested.

"What spell?"

"Any spell!"

"Alright...Wingardium Leviosa!"

"REALLY? Out of all spells, you choose THAT one?"

"Harry, you told me to do any spell!"

"Oh. Yeah. Right."

"Anyway, it didn't work." Hermione pointed out. That was completely true. Almost all of the spells that Hermione has done are all perfect and work every single time. "There must be something wrong with our wands." Hermione said. Harry looked down at his. Phoenix feather core, holly, 11 inches long. Yup. But something _did_ feel wrong. There was no magic in the air, was there? Harry couldn't feel anything. "Do you think that he took our wands?" Harry asked. "My twin?"

"You know, there's a way to test it." Hermione said. "If I tried to kill you with your wand," she indicated Harry's wand. "Then the wand should fly back to you, because wands can't kill their owner."

"Brilliant, Hermione!" Harry said, switching wands with her.

"Ready?"

"YUP!"

"Shhhh...not so loud!"

"Sorry."

Hermione took a deep breath.

"_Avada Kedavra_." she said firmly, waving Harry's wand in a zig-zag motion. Nothing happened.

"This silence is really getting on my nerves." Harry said. "Anyway, these wands aren't real, right?"

"Yeah...they're fake, if I'm correct."

"Which means that my map isn't real, either?"

"Most likely not."

Harry threw those things down on the floor in anger. "My twin." He finally said. "My twin did all of this. Hermione, what if **I** did all of this?"

"Harry, you won't."

"Hermione, have you considered any of the other possibilities?"

"Yes." Hermione said. "Funnily enough, I _have_. I have considered many of the things you're probably wondering about right now. I've considered you using the time-turner. However, that can't possibly happen because in the battle at the ministry, we conveniently crashed the whole stock of them because of Ginny's Reductor Curse. I've also considered Polyjuice Potion. However, that can't happen either. The map would show the true person under the Polyjuice Potion, like how you saw Barty Crouch Jr. on the map in your fourth year. You saw Mad-Eye, but the map showed. Barty Crouch Jr. Someone could've also tampered with the map as well, but we can't be sure of that because you saw yourself anyway. Therefore, I don't have anymore suspicions unless I gain more knowledge."

Harry stared at her in awe with his mouth open. "Hermione, you're bright and all, but what if Ron...what if Ron...Hermione, if Ron..."

"I know." she said. "Which means that we have to get out of here."

With a deep sigh from Harry, they both set off in the maze of corridors. In heart, they both knew that they will never get out.

But it was worth a try.

* * *

><p>"Malfoy, where are you going?" Crabbe asked.<p>

"I told you, I'm going to the library!"

"Where are you _actually_ going?" Goyle said.

"I'm going to the library!"

"Why would you want to go there? You have more important things on your mind!" Pansy said.

"Look, you're welcome to follow me if you want, but just be prepared for a boring, long, pointless journey!"

Malfoy and his other friends were in the Slytherin Common Room now, completing their homework. Malfoy was almost done.

"You're not worrying about SCHOOL now, are you?" Blaise and Zabini asked at the same time.

"I'm not...now just get done with your stupid homework! I'm going to the library."

"Why can't you wait for us to finish?"

"I have to go." Malfoy replied coldly. "Bye."

Turning on his heels, he walked out of the Slytherin Common Room, carrying his school bag with him.

_A while later..._

The library was quiet. "Here's somewhere I can actually _think_ for once." Malfoy muttered. He walked around, looking at shelves upon shelves of books, but he couldn't seem to find the one that he wanted - wait no - _needed_. He stalked around the library two times before he started thinking that he wouldn't find it after all. Then he saw one. Lying open. On the table. He walked towards it. Yup. That's definitely the book that he needed...

But as he got closer to it, he realized something. "Granger?" he asked.

"What, Malfoy?"

Malfoy was completely taken aback by surprise. So Granger was using the book, wasn't she? She looked shocked, too, at seeing Malfoy here in the library. Out of all places, why _here_?

"Are there anymore copies of that book left, Mudblood?" he found himself asking.

"Yes, they're in that back corner over there." she pointed all the way across the library. Hermione didn't look shocked at the word 'Mudblood' like she usually did. Since when was she this nice? Malfoy just nodded and headed over there without saying anything. At least he got the information that he needed.

As he went around the last shelf of books, he had found it at last. The last copy. He stood there, staring at it for a second, and then grabbed it and shoved the book into his schoolbag. Now he has that book.

_Hogwarts: A History_

He started running out of the library because he had no time to waste. He passed by the Restricted Section. He looked over at the fence that separated him and those books -

Did he just see something?

He looked back. No, that couldn't have been there. Why would Hogwarts allow it? Malfoy took a few steps back to see it again. Yeah, it's definitely there. He needed that book. But he knew that he must get a signature from a professor before going in the Restricted Section. So where could he get one?

"Is there anything that I can do to help you?" Madam Pince snapped, seeing Malfoy glaring to those dangerous, horrible books for a few minutes now.

"No thanks, I'm just...checking around."

"Alright." she said, walking away, mumbling to herself. "These books, always so _battered_ when I give them to these _students_ -"

Malfoy kept staring at that book. Is he the only person who can see it? Ugh, if only he had that signature! He was too afraid to walk away from that book because he feared that it will disappear when he comes back. So he stood there, hopeless, glaring at the fence as if it will melt away when it sees his anger. But nothing happened.

"Hey Malfoy!" someone called. Malfoy turned around in surprise, having recognized that voice. Ron was running toward him, holding a piece of parchment. "Ugh, Professor Snape told me to give this to you."

Malfoy took the piece of parchment without saying thank-you.

"I don't know what's in it." Ron added. "I wanted to know, but...Snape...he's kind of strict, so I kind of got a bit..." Ron shuffled his feet uneasily. "Anyway, I did what I needed to do, so I should probably leave now."

"Umm. Thanks, I guess."

"Yeah. I have a detention with Snape right after this. I'm not looking forward to it, but I have to go, so..." he turned towards the exit of the library. "See you...later, Malfoy."

"Yeah. See you!"

Ron ran out of the library unwillingly. Probably not looking forward to that detention. Haha. Silly Weasles. Malfoy watched him run until he ran out of sight. He glanced at Madam Pince just to make sure she didn't notice anything. It turns out she was trying to mend a large pile of books. Turning the other way so that his back was facing towards Madam Pince, he unrolled the parchment.

Upon the parchment, clearly written in ink, was Professor Snape's signature, along with a note saying that he wants Malfoy to get _Moste Potente Potions_. And yes, it was definitely in Snape's handwriting. Why would Snape want him to have that book, though? He doesn't even need it! But there must be a reason...

"Madam Pince?" He asked nicely. "Umm, may I get this book?"

Madam Pince walked over to Malfoy and took the piece of parchment from him. "_Moste Potente Potions_? Who is crazy enough to let a student borrow that book?"

"Apparently, Professor Snape is."

"Ah. Right. Well, I'd better get it for you." She opened the fence and walked into the Restricted Section. Malfoy watched carefully, staring at Madam Pince and that book, alternating between them. Luckily enough, she _did_ grab that book. Without noticing what the title actually said? _What?_

"Thanks." Malfoy said gratefully as Madam Pince handed him the book.

"Now be careful with it." she said. "I don't want anymore _BATTERED_ books to mend!"

"Don't worry, I promise I'll keep it new."

Holding the book tightly, he walked away from Madam Pince to the exit of the library. Two books. Yes! As soon as he turned left, out of sight so that no one would see him, he held the book in front of him. He opened the book carefully.

There was everything that he ever wanted in it. All of the information. But Malfoy still couldn't believe it; an evil book that he wanted, disguised as a potions book? Not the he was complaining or anything. Silently, he stowed the book into his book bag and ran away. He had to go to the Room of Requirement now.

As he ran, he felt the book thumping along his side. His best companion from now on. It will always be with him, and he will never ruin it. Wow, he never knew how much a book would be important to him. Until now.

_Being a Death Eater: The Ultimate Guide to Death Eating_

* * *

><p><strong>Due to some business this week, the next chapter will be out on Sunday, 0424/2016. See you there!**


	4. The Un-Time Zone

I decided to upload this chapter quite early, mostly because I found out that I had more time than I thought. I'm also really glad that some of you guys are enjoying my story. Here's the next chapter!

* * *

><p>Harry checked his watch for probably the hundreth time. "It's <em>still<em> six o'clock in the afternoon!" he moaned.

"I know." Hermione responded patiently. Together, they were still going in the maze. "Time doesn't work around here. I've told you already, Harry, it's that twin. He's trapped us in time."

Harry mumbled on about something. Hermione thought she heard the words 'arrogant' and 'annoying' in the mist of Harry's mumbling. "We'll get there soon." encouraged Hermione. "Don't worry, he can't trap as in here _forever_ -"

"Oh YES he CAN!"

"Harry, would you stop complaining? If you maintain higher spirit, then we're more likely to get out!"

"Ya' right."

"I'm serious! I've read all about it in Muggle books! I assure you, it _does_ work, I've actually used it a couple of times in our O.W.L.s with that Umbridge toad, and I've managed to get pretty high scores. With her all over the school, rubbing us with her black quills, I just had to think that she would leave soon, and eventually she did, you see? I improvised and made her go into the forest, which helped us get rid of her and her fluffy pink -"

"Fine, I'll just follow you." Harry said. This has happened many times; Hermione's started her usual forever-talking speeches. _AGAIN_. Hermione rolled her eyes but still led the way through the vast maze, Harry keeping up behind her. "How long do you think we've been here?" he asked.

"Without being trapped in time, I'd estimate to about four hours."

Harry sighed but still kept up with Hermione; the last thing that he wanted to happen was for them to get separated. That would be really bad.

Silence went on and on as Harry and Hermione continued through the maze, stopping occasionally at a dead end. They seem to have been running through the this maze for ages. Then Harry suddenly realized something about the pathways that Hermione chose to take. "Why do you always turn right?" He asked.

"I've studied...things."

"Oh, come on, Hermione!"

"I would be more than happy to explain it to you, but you really wouldn't understand, I've read this thick chapter book about it, I had to think about it for a week to let it make sense in my head, and now I'm using it to see if it'll actually work."

"And if it doesn't?"

"Then good luck to us."

Harry didn't press the subject any further. Instead, he pushed his glasses further up on his nose and continued after Hermione.

"This silence doesn't seem like...silence." Harry pointed out after a few moments.

"I know. It's like something's creeping up on us. That's why we have to get out of here."

"Hermione, I have this strange feeling that if we continue on, we'll get ourselves into more trouble."

"What do you mean?"

"I feel like the silence gets stronger and stronger the more we continue. I think I want to go back!" Harry certainly was getting panicky now.

"I think I would rather stay here and finish up all of my homework," Hermione whispered. "There would be an unlimited time to do it."

Harry and Hermione stared at each other. "I'm going back." he decided. Hermione nodded quietly and they continued back the way they came. However, it was only a few seconds before they reached a dead end.

"What?" Hermione whispered, clearly disappointed.

"Wow!" Harry realized.

"What?"

"We're back at the beginning!"

"How in the world do you know?"

"There was a crack in the wall here, see?"

Hermione looked at the crack in the wall. She had to look up to see it, as the crack was pretty high. "How observent_ are_ you, Harry?"

"Apparently, I'm _very_ observent."

Hermione laughed a litte. "I think that means that we can just run through the wall. It's just like that endless corridor, you just have to find a way to get out. Brilliant, Harry!"

Harry looked uneasy. "Wait, you said that you could hear everything normally, right?"

"Yep. Until you go in it."

"I have an idea. Just to make sure we aren't going into any trouble here."

"Okay," Hermione rolled her eyes. "If you're _that_ scared."

"Since I think I'm stronger than you," Harry said. "You get on my shoulders, and you see if you can look over the walls."

Hermione looked unconviced. "Will we be able to balance? These are serious acobatics skills right here."

"Trust me."

"Alright..."

Hermione hoisted herself onto Harry's shoulders, using the wall for support. She was crouching now.

"Got it?" Harry asked.

"Yup."

"Okay, now slowly lift yourself up into a standing position." Harry watched as Hermione grabbed the wall and slowly rose higher. He saw her head go over it.

"How does it look?"

"Endless."

"What?"

"Simply endless."

Harry gently dropped her down. Hermione stood up steadily now, standing at Harry's side.

"Endless?"

"Yes."

Harry rubbed his shoulders where Hermione had stood on them moments ago. Endless...that's wierd. They had been in three awkward corridors already. How many more are there?

"Come on, let's go through the wall. I'm sure it will work!" Hermione said, jumping up and down in excitement. "We can get out of here, and we can tell Dumbledore everything that we saw -"

"Right." Harry interrupted, nodding. "Dumbledore."

"Do you want to go first?"

"Yeah!" Harry said, suddenly finding himself in a mixed puddle of emotions. Worried, anxious, happy, jumpy, oddly safe...all together in a bundle.

He positioned himself right in front of the wall. "Do you want to go together?"

"Why?"

"I think something bad is going to happen if we get separated."

"All right."

They held hands. Harry on the left, Hermione on the right. "Ready?" she asked.

"Ready."

Together, they ran trough the wall. Hermione was right, Harry thought. It _was_ like Apparating, just in a controlled way. Harry squeezed her hand tightly. Just as he thought this will last forever, everything stopped spinning. Harry felt the sturdy concrete beneath him. Once Harry recovered, he realized something, but it was too late. Hermione's hand was not with him. He was alone. The corridor seemed darker than before; the torches that were on the side of the walls were distinguished, unlit.

"Hermione?" he asked, looking around him.

In the distant, somewhere far away, he heard a scream. A scream that shot like poison through him. A scream that made him feel sick. A scream that made him think that he would give anything to stop that noise. A scream that meant someone was in agony. Horrible, terrible agony.

Hermione. Something's happened to Hermione.

* * *

><p>Malfoy entered the Room of Requirement through the big double doors. Here, the room changed how it looked. Earlier, it was just a messy room with books and chairs and whatever mumble jumble things there were, stacked in high piles, almost reaching the ceiling. Now, the room had altered. There was a warm fireplace and a table in front of it with a glass of water. Malfoy didn't even realize it; he is <em>really<em> thirsty. As he approached it, he realized that there was a chair in front of the table. It had a wonderful design on it; Slytherin crests were on the chair, making it look green. Not the deadly, poisonous green that Malfoy got used to, but the soft, nice green. Like the color of the fresh grass outside. Malfoy gratefully sat down on it - soft and poofy like he expected it to be - and drank the whole cup of water. He had quenched his thirst at last. At long last. He took his schoolbag off of his shoulder and put it right next to the chair on the floor.

He looked around him just to make sure that no one was here and opened the book. That's when Malfoy realized that there was an amazing bright chandelier on top of him, hanging from the ceiling. It gave him a lot of light so that he could easily see the words on the book. The warmth of the fireplace engulfed Malfoy with a safe feeling. And the water made him think better. Smirking, he looked back down at the book and started to read.

The book was new. Brand new, as if no one has ever touched it before. He skipped all of the blank pages and the ones telling the reader that it was copyright, and flipped to the first page.

_Welcome, Death Eater,_

_If you are reading this book, then you are doubtless wanting to know how to be grateful to the Dark Lord. You are obviously wanting a handbook; a guide to Death Eating, to make you - yes you - the Dark Lord's most faithful servant. Therefore, by following all of these steps, you will see some amazing results in no time!_

Malfoy smiled and kept reading.

In no time, Malfoy has read the first chapter. He started to wonder how many chapters there were. He searched for a table of contents, but there was none. _Apparently,_ he assumed,_ this book wants me to go in order._ So, instead, he just looked through the book, thumbing through the pages and looking for headlines.

Everything that he ever wanted to know was in here. Legilimency, extraordinary dark arts, wand dueling, determining the future...all of it.

Malfoy, a Slytherin of course, never thought of school as something important. Therefore, he almost never read any books at all. But now...he has an opinion on books. That was certainly something that he didn't expect. So, taking a glance at the back cover in case there was a summary (but there wasn't - it was just a dark green color on the back), he opened the book to where he left off and kept reading.

* * *

><p>Ron heard a huge, rumbling noise. "What's going on?" he muttered to himself. Then, out of nowhere, Hermione spun and dropped onto the floor with a pop.<p>

"I heard you screaming!" Ron yelled in surprise.

"Yes, well, I was scared." Hermione admitted. She looked up and saw a familiar figure standing before her. "Ron?"

"Hermione!"

"RON!"

So happy to see each other, they hugged. Everything was complete, except for Harry being gone.

"Blimey, Hermione!" Ron said, patting Hermione on the back. "It's so good to see you again! Do you know what time it is? I've been stuck in here for, like, probably a _day_ -"

"There's no time here, Ron."

"What?"

"Remember what Harry told you about the twin making his victims trapped in time?"

"OH!" Ron said. How could he forget that?

"Anyway," Hermione went on. "What happened?"

"Well, it's a pretty long story -"

"Just _**TELL ME**_!"

"Okay, well, first, I was on the other side of the corridor, and I actually wanted to find Harry. So I went off to the corridors that should lead to the Great Hall. I'm pretty sure I went the right way, but the corridors were acting a bit strange. Like, I didn't even know where I was. After probably a few hours, I realized that this was a maze. I kept trying to get out of it, but it didn't work..."

Ron kept explaining what happened. Hermione listened carefully in case there were any clues to find a way out of the eerie corridors; she didn't want to bump a non-working time zone again. Apparently, Ron was stuck in the same maze that Hermione and Harry were stuck in a few moments ago. Unlike Harry and Hermione, however, Ron found huge, locked, brown, sturdy double doors that stood in his way in a dead end. It wouldn't let Ron go back. He was stuck in this narrow pathway that had closed itself so that Ron couldn't go back into the actual maze. The door opened at his touch and he went in.

"I had that sensation again," Ron told Hermione. "The feeling that everything would go wrong. I thought it was dementors for a second, but I found out that it wasn't. It wasn't the sadness that made me think negatively, it was just mysteriousness. So I went along in the darkness, using the walls as a guide. I used the right wall because that was the one thing that I learned in Divination, it was a great thing that I listened..."

Hermione sighed. She would never believe in Divination. It was, according to Professor McGonagall, the most inaccurate branch of magic. But whatever Ron did in the past, was in the past. There was no way to go back and change it now.

"After a very long time, I found this little brush of light right up ahead. It really hurt my eyes a lot because they've adjusted to the darkness, you see. But because of the light, I started running. As I got closer and closer, my eyes stared to really burn, but I knew I had to get there. So then, as I was running to the light blindly, I felt something wrap around my foot. I slipped, and it was scary because that thing around my left ankle felt like a snake. Anyway, I screamed and just got dragged until I got here." Ron indicated the area around him. "I was about to build a house and maybe get some apples off of the trees to survive when you screamed and appeared out of nowhere."

Hermione looked around her for the first time. They were in a forest. A beautiful forest. Trees grew around them, and flowers bloomed. Just like an actual jungle. "Is this a real jungle?" asked Hermione.

"I don't know." Ron said, scratching his head. "I haven't been here long enough to see if it was real. By the way, Hermione, do you have any supplies? I don't have any because they all just disappeared."

"That's exactly what happened to me." Hermione admitted.

"Oh."

They both looked around them for awhile, wondering what to do.

"Want to help me get some apples?" Ron offered. "And maybe build a tree house before it gets dark?"

"Yes!" Hermione found herself with lots of energy. She knew the Muggle World extremely well. "I can teach you how to do things without magic."

And they set of together, collecting wood, reaching for apples and exploring the new world that they will have to adapt to.

* * *

><p>Next Chapter will be out on May 1st, as it will <strong><em>really<em>** be busy this week!


End file.
